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nestled in the fraternal shade of giant trees. The
doors and windows seemed so many mouths and
eyes drinking in the loveliness of a young spring day.
On this side and on that of the little blue gate were
not only two different kinds of vegetation but two
seasons of the year. An odd feature of the Indian
climate is that each variety of tree keeps its own
calendar ; in the midst of withered forests you
find green spinneys bursting into bud. Besides the
" winter-jungle " and " summer-jungle," there are
unruly species that flout the seasons. And, gather-
ing together all these charming rebels of the forest,
one of the lords of Jhalawar arrayed them in this
garden.
In the distance I saw crocodiles asleep. With our
rifles we shot some large fish and tortoises, which
naked divers retrieved from the bottom of the lake.
Above our heads birds wheeled round and round
the lake in tireless flight, like cyclists spinning round
a track. At the end of the garden, on the foreshore,
just below the ruins of an ancient keep, a dilapidated
stairway stumbled down to the water's edge.
Bathers were standing on the broken slabs, and in
the first rays of the sun just peeping over the sur-
rounding walls, their dark skin glowed like burnished
bronze.
EVENING
It was in this garden that the Maharaja gave a
farewell garden-party as a send-off for one of his
court officials who was about to join a distant post.
The sun was setting when we gathered at the lake-
side. We had been out all the afternoon on a tiger-
shoot in a neighbouring tract of jungle. The
tigress we were after had been tactless enough to